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Ch. I- The Plan 


Author's Notes: 

Alas, a story with an actual real-life pairing! These two are too cute together and | wanted to have some fun 
with them. I\ve never read a fic with them together in it before, so | figured I\'d give it a try. This is my 
first for the pairing, and first ever on Rockfic! 


It was a pleasant afternoon in early June. Jim was sitting on the patio of Soundfarm Studios, watching a small 
run of trees sway back and forth in the warm, Midwestern breeze. Just beyond them was a seemingly endless 
scape of rolling fields in the background. It was quite the relaxing way to spend a brief break from recording 
the new album, which was coming along quite smoothly. Soaking in that rare moment of complete, 
unadulterated sense of satisfaction with life, he took a quick last drag off his cigarette and picked up his phone 
lying nearby. 


It had to be about 8pm in Milan, so he figured Cristina would be home by now. She was in the middle of a 
break from touring, and in just a couple more days she would be flying over to the States to be with him for 
her birthday. Spending time with her, especially here at home, was the one thing he looked forward to most of 


all in his busy circus of a life. 


He pressed the phone icon, and under his "Favorites" list tapped on the very first name. He waited as it rang. 


A loud buzz perforated through the quaint Milanese flat Cristina owned. She was in the middle of changing into 
her comfy clothes right as she heard the sound of her phone vibrating wildly against the acrylic surface of 
the coffee table. She dashed out the bedroom eager to answer it, already knowing exactly who was on the 
other side, managing to grab it just before it vibrated right off the table and onto the hard floor. She looked 


at it, smiling at the face she saw on the screen and slid the little bar over to talk. 
"Hey baby! | was just about to call you," she answered, grinning ear to ear. 
"Oh yeah? | guess l'm just a bit more on top of things than you today!" he teased. 


"Well, there's a first time for everything." As she spoke, she grabbed the tea kettle that was sitting on the 
stovetop and brought it over to the sink to fill with water. 


| spose. Whatcha doin?" 


"Oh, | just got home. | had dinner at my sister's house tonight. She sends her love, by the way." She turned off 
the faucet and set the kettle back on the stove, turning on the burner to start a boil. "I was just getting 
ready to make some tea and watch a movie maybe. That's pretty much all | had on my agenda tonight, besides 


talking to you of course." 


"I see." Jim said, with a playful hint of smugness. As she continued telling him about something that had 
happened earlier that day, he got up from his chair and went back inside, into the studio's kitchen, deciding to 
fix himself a hot beverage, as well. He refilled the water reservoir on the Keurig, but somehow happened to 
miss the slot when he was putting it back on, causing the whole thing to fall over and spill all over the 
countertop. "Fuck!" he muttered under his breath as he quickly grabbed it before it could spill any more, but 
just loud enough for Cristina to hear. 


She giggled at his apparent fumbling. "What exactly are you up to? Sounds like you're having a little trouble 
there baby." 


Jim laughed. "Killing the Keurig, apparently." He managed to get the reservior locked in place correctly this time 
and flipped on the switch to start the heating process. 


"That sounds like it could be a song title to me," Cristina said, giggling lightly at her joke. "Ill even give you 
credit for it if you wanna use it" 


"Ha, ha," Jim sarcastically responded. "I think I'll pass." 


"Your loss, my love." She grabbed a couple of teabags from her pantry and placed them into the white teapot 
adorned with the face of a stormtrooper nearby. 


"Ha, yeah. So anyway." changing the subject, "about this birthday of yours coming up." 
"Yeeesss°" she asked, with a hint of cheek in her voice. 


"I've got a couple things in mind But the thing is, given that the majority of my creativity is being sucked dry 
on this album at the moment, and this is your big 4-0, | figured | would just let you decide what we do and I'll 
make it happen" As he said this, he hoped she wouldn't think he was just being lazy. 

"Really? Anything | want?" A devilish grin appeared on her lips. She didn't see anything wrong with that idea one 
bit. 


"Perhaps.. what exactly did you have in mind?" There was ro telling sometimes with that woman. "Should | be 


nervous?" 
"Hmmm, not sure yet honestly. But Ill think of something.” 


She paused for a moment. The truth was she did have something in mind, something she had been wanting to 
try for awhile now, but wasn't sure if Jim would go for it. However, if he was willing to do anything for her on 


her birthday.. 
The sound of the teapot whistling interrupted the thought. 
"Cris?" Jim asked, wondering what all the ruckus was in the background. 


For a split second she had forgotten what she was doing. She quickly moved the pot off the burner and turned 
off the stovetop. "Yes babe, I'm here. Sorry, my teapot was screaming at me." 


"Ah, gotcha" But before he could say anything else, one of the studio guys came into the kitchen, notifying him 
that they were about to start tracking again Jim nodded at him. "Hey baby, the guys are gonna need me here 
in a few. | hate to cut our phone time short, but | can call you a little later maybe, before it gets too late 


over there." 


"No, no, it's fine. | totally understand babe. | can just call you sometime tomorrow." As much as she wanted to 
keep talking to him, she knew how limited, and expensive, studio time was for a band. "I think I'm going to just 
put in a movie and fall asleep on my sofa to be honest!" 


Jim pictured her blissfully passed out in front of the TV, all wrapped up in her leopard-print throw blanket. 
"That sounds like an ideal night. Only wish | could be there with ya" 


She wished that, too. "I know, but soon enough, my love. I'll talk to you tomorrow. We can discuss birthday 
plans more then. | need a little time to think about it. It's gotta be special, after all." 


"Can't wait to hear what you come up with. I'll talk to you tomorrow then. | love you." 


"Love you so much. Bye baby." She tapped the end button on her phone, grabbed her cup and headed over to 


the sofa area. 


As she sat there sipping her tea, she thought more about her potential birthday present, whether or not it 
was a good idea to ask for what she had in mind. She hadn't told anyone about it, not since she had first 
gotten the idea from a late night, insomnia-powered internet browse session. Somehow she had managed to 
surf her way to the more explicit area of the web (okay, maybe sexual frustration had a little to do with it, 
too). She had stumbled across a video of something she had heard of before, but never considered wanting to 


try. Until now. 
Why not? She was at a different point in her life now, and she wasn't getting any younger. 
Too tired to ponder the thought any further, she grabbed the remote, situated herself comfortably on the 


sofa, and turned on the television, flipping to the menu to choose from one of the movies she had recorded 


earlier. The trip was a few days away, she could easily decide by then. 


Ch. 2 - The Surprise 


Author's Notes: 
It was quite the pleasant surprise see some positive reviews for the previous chapter. As a first-timer, | 


thank you for that little boost of confidence! And constructive criticism is always appreciated, too. :) 


Jim waited patiently at the airport. He looked at his phone, it was almost a quarter till seven. Cristina's flight 
was supposed to arrive at 5:30pm. Evening delays were always the worst. 


He had grown bored with all the entertainment his phone could provide. There was nothing new upon refreshing 
various news feeds, and games were getting stale. The coffee he had been nursing was cold now, so he got up 
to throw it away and stretch his legs a little. 

Just as the cup left his hand and fell into the bin, though, he heard the attendant over the system announce 

that her flight had just arrived. 


He expected it to be another long, tedious wait for her and the rest of the flight passengers to exit the plane, 
but much to his surprise it seemed like hardly any time had passed at all before people began coming through 
the gate. It didn't take much for him to spot her eagerly making her way through the crowd. Despite her lack 
of height, her raven hair and wildly adorned custom Affliction hoodie she wore stood out among the rest of 


the more subtly garbed midwesterners around her. 

She caused only a minor scene by hurdling the gate ropes in order to get to him as quickly as possible. He just 
barely managed to get his arms out in time to catch her as she literally jumped onto him, kissing him and 
hugging as tightly as she could, not a care in her head or any concern for the few innocent spectators around. 


"Oh how I've missed my man!" she proudly proclaimed. 


After their happy little reunion, they picked up her bag, then Jim took her straight to one of her favorite 


restaurants in Des Moines for her birthday dinner. 


eR 


"I am stuffed!" Cristina exclaimed as they pulled out of the restaurant parking lot. "Thanks for the amazing 


meal babe." 


Jim smiled. "Y'know, | was going to be all romantic and cook a meal for you myself. But since | can't cook for 


shit, | figured sushi was the next best thing." 
She laughed. "Well, | would have eaten your cooking anyway, even if it isn't as good as that sushi." 


They spent the rest of their 20 minute ride home listening to a mix of so-terrible-itts-good music on Jim's 


iPod, a ritual of theirs when driving alone together. 

Jim pulled into his driveway, parking the truck in the garage. They got out and walked into the house, going 
straight for the big sofa in his living room, plopping down on the soft cushions. Cristina crawled over into his 
lap, putting her arms around his broad shoulders and giving him a big hug as he wrapped an arm around her 


waist to pull her closer. 


"There is nothing | enjoy more in the world than being with you," she told him, snuggling her head against the 
crook between his neck and shoulder. 


"Same here baby," he reciprocated, kissing her lightly on the top of her head and giving a gentle squeeze back. 


They sat together like this for a while, kissing and cuddling, overall just cherishing the moment of being 
together after a long break apart. 


"So," he started, remembering there was still the matter of her birthday present at hand, "I, er, didn't know 
exactly what you wanted to do now. You said the other day you would tell me when you got here what you 
had in mind for the evening." 

He waited for her to respond, but instead she only gave him a playful grin, suddenly getting up off of him. 
"Wait there," she said, as she darted down the hall to the other room. 


"Um, okay," he echoed He sat there, wondering what she had up her sleeve. 


She returned a few seconds later, holding in her hands a wrapped present, not much bigger than a tissue box 
in size. No doubt she had wrapped it herself; the skull patterned paper was a dead giveaway. 


"Here," she said, handing it over to him. 


Jim hesitated a second before taking the gift. "Uh, thanks?" Not exactly sure what to say. "Why are you giving 


me a present?" 
She laughed. "Haha, no sillypants, I'm giving it to you to give fo me," she explained. 
"Oh," he nodded. "Why?" 


"You'll see." She sat back down next to him on the sofa, smiling brightly. Slightly nervous. 
No backing out now, she thought. 


"Um, okay. Well here," he handed the present back to her. "Happy birthday!" 


"Aw, you shouldn't have!" She took the gift from him, set it on her lap and untied the black ribbon on top. She 


flipped the gift on its side to tear it open at the folds of the paper. Jim watched, waiting to see what exactly 
lay hidden under the wrapping. 


She tossed the ripped pieces onto the floor, revealing in her hands what was just a plain brown box. No label 
or anything indicating what might be inside. 


This only made him even more curious to see what she, er.. he had given her. She opened the top, dug through 


the tissue paper, and pulled out the last thing he expected to see. 


Jim's eyes widened, for what sat before him was his girlfriend dangling none other than a sparkly, purple.. 


fairly sizeable.. 
Strap-on. 
The blood couldn't have drained from his face any faster. 


Cristina didn't say anything at first, she just sat there and watched him for a moment. The look on his face 
was priceless, but to say she didn't expect this type of reaction would be a lie. 


She figured giving a little bit of an explanation would be a good place to start. "So, | know this probably wasn't 
what you had in mind when you said | could choose what we did for my birthday." 


"Uhhh... no. Not quite what | had in mind." he admitted, managing to muster up a little laugh with his response. 


"Well, | guess | just wanted to try something new. Something in that.. department. I've.. we've never done 


anything like this before, and since it is a special occasion, | thought what the hell." 

She could feel her cheeks flush as she spoke. 

"I wanted to change things up a little." 

Ha, little for you maybe.. 

"Uh." Jim attempted to respond, but "loss for words" was almost an understatement in this case. 

What could he say? Truthfully, he did not want that thing coming anywhere near his ass. He never really had 
been one for kinky stuff. Sure, they had had some intense lovemaking sessions in their time together, some 
during which she may have slipped a finger up there mid-climax.. but this was an entirely different scenario. 


‘If that's really, um.. what you.. wanna.. um." 


In a way, it was sort of funny to watch his reaction, but at the same time it did make her heart sink just a 
little. If this was a practical joke, she would have had him nailed, no pun intended. 


But this wasn't a joke. She really wanted to do this, as weird as that was to admit. She could never, nor would 
ever force him to do something that he was truly uncomfortable with, but at the same time she didn't want 
to back down to what was more or less a simple fear of the unknown. Women submit themselves to less than 
desirable sexual acts for their partners all the time, so why couldn't she just this once have it the other way 


around? 


"Look," she said frankly, ready to just make her motive clear "I'm 40 years old. l'm very happy with who | am. 
lm more comfortable than ever with my sexuality. 


| fucking just want to fuck you for once." 

Jim had no response. 

Not after that bold of an assertion 

They sat there in awkward silence for a moment. Jim glanced over at the "present" again, trying not to picture 
it in use. A whole swarm of other thoughts started flooding his conscience. Where did she even get that thing? 
Did she go into a sex shop? What if somebody recognized her!? 

Cristina couldn't take much more of this. Enough was enough. It was time for one last-ditch effort. 


She gave him her best puppy dog face, and softly asked, "Please baby?" 


Jim looked over at her. Seeing that face, the yearning in her eyes, pleading for him to concede. He realized she 


really had her heart set on doing this. 
Well Jm, you've got yourself cornered now. Rubbing his temples, he let out a deep sigh. 


He slowly nodded his head. "Okay," he said. "You can fuck me with the strap-on tonight" 


Ch 3 - The Party 


Author's Notes: 
It almost killed me but here is this little story\'s finale! | know it took me forever to post; | kept changing 
things up, not sure of which direction | wanted to take this (dirty, funny, sweet, etc). Hopefully it\'s a decent 


combo of them all. 


A couple of hours and a bottle of wine later, most of which was consumed by Jim, the two lovers proceeded 


to take their little party into the bedroom, with Cristina instigating, of course. 


Without any resistance - thanks to the wine - he let her pull him off the sofa and tow him along down the 
hallway behind her, present in hand. They stumbled into the bedroom, and in his slightly inebriated state she 


had no problem heaving him onto the bed, an ordinarily difficult feat given he was almost twice her size. 


As Jim lied there sprawled on his back, head slightly spinning, Cristina crawled on top of him, slinking her way 
up his body until she could straddle her legs over his midsection. Bending down, she took a moment to enjoy a 


deep, passionate kiss, having longed for this intimacy for weeks now. 
"It feels so good to be with you," she whispered between breaths. "I want you so bad" 


Eager to get down to business, she sat back up, trailing the tips of her fingers down his chest till they met 
the end of his shirt. Grasping the fabric below her, she began pulling it up as far as it could go, until needing 
his assistance, which he willingly lended, pulling the rest of the shirt over his head and tossing it off to the 


floor somewhere. 


It felt good as she ran her hands across his bare chest. He put his hands around her waist, slipping them 
under her shirt and slowly inching it up to even the score, but she stopped him. 


"Nope, you'll have to wait for that” 


Slightly disappointed, he gave her a playful frown, and slid his hands down to her hips instead as she leaned in 
further, once more closing the space between them and taking in the sweet taste of his lips with hers. 
Gradually, she started shifted her kisses downward, grazing over his chin, then jaw, then down his neck, all 
while slightly increasing the intensity of her affections more. 


Jim let out a low moan, the heated feeling of her mouth on him, thinking about where else on his body he had 
felt that before.. Each kiss gave him a tingling sensation inside that traversed his core, culminating into that 


one particular area. 


Cristina continued to make her way down, sweeping kisses across his chest, where she could feel his heartbeat 


increase, especially after she shifted herself lower to accommodate the new territory. She could feel his 
growing erection between her legs as she passed along his lower half, sending a small wave of pleasure 
throughout the rest of her body and giving her a heightened sense of arousal, as well as the affirmation that 
her little plan hadn't completely turned him off. 


She reached the area just below his navel, slowly bringing her hands down to the waistline of his jeans and 


gently started undoing the button and zipper. 


He watched as she placed her lips on the somewhat sensitive area just beneath the fabric line, slowly inching it 


down more and more with each kiss. 


The anticipation was killing him. She always did this to him, especially when they hadn't been together in a while. 
She would slowly torture him with her cleverly placed kisses and subtle caresses, making him wait until the 


ache was almost unbearable. 


Just as she was getting warmer, she abruptly stopped. She sat up, grabbed the waistline of his jeans once 
again and this time pulled them down as far as they could go. Releasing her grip as she climbed off the bed, 
she grabbed the bottom portion around his ankles, pulling them off completely and leaving him in nothing but 
his briefs and a now even more noticeable bulge between his legs. 


Tossing his jeans to the side, she climbed back onto the foot of the bed and resumed her position over his 
lower half, once more bending down to kiss the area just above the elastic waistline of his briefs. This time 
she ran her hands along his thighs, lightly down then up again, letting one hand veer off over the top of the 
fabric, lightly grazing the raised area while jointly slipping the other hand beneath the opening on the other 


side, shallowly entering and caressing the area underneath. 


This surprise direct contact made Jim's breathing hitch a little. He wanted to take her right there. He was so 
tempted to stop her right in her tracks by pulling her up, tearing off her panties right under her skirt, then 
let her ride him hard. But this was her night, so he would let her have her way of things. He would get his 


turn in a few more months. 


She continued to lightly grope his area, then without warning removed her hands all together and sat back up 
on her knees. With a mischievous grin on her lips, she grasped the top of his briefs and swiftly pulled them 
down - all the way down - leaving Jim lying there with nothing but a stiffy and a stunned expression on his 


face. 


She climbed off the bed once again, stood there for a moment, admiring her handiwork. "Babe, | must say, 


you're looking really good right now." 


Jim laughed with a little resignation "Thanks... |, uh, think you should join in on the naked party, though. I'm 


feelin’ a little out of place here." 


But Cristina just cocked her head to the side. "When did | say | was getting naked, too?" 


He lifted his head up. "Um, like a minute ago.. shirt coming off.. you told me I'd have to wait.. remember” 


"Oh, that. | just meant you'd have to wait for me to take my top off" Giving him a playful smirk, she placed 
her hands on the length of her shirt, pulling the garment up and over her head to reveal a sheer, black lace 
brassiere. "But | guess | should lose this too." She undid the tie on her wrap skirt, allowing it to fall to her feet 


and revealing the pair of matching panties underneath. 


"So sorry if you misunderstood me babe. It's just, | have all this lingerie you've bought me that | never really 
get to take advantage of wearing for more than a few minutes.. you know? Don't you want to see me in it for 


once?" 


| honestly rather see you naked," he confessed He never cared about the lingerie, he just wanted what it lead 
to; hot sex. But he saw her point, much to his dismay. "Well, at least come here a minute and get on top of 


me or something, before you make me your bitch!" 
"Now that's just offensive, | would never make you my bitch." She objected. "No, tonight.. you're my /ove slave." 
"Aka, your bitch," he countered with a grin. 


She grinned back, reaching down to grab the strap-on out of its box, which had been dropped near the foot of 
the bed in their hurried journey to the room. It took a minute to adjust it enough to where she could slip it on. 
Carefully she stepped into the black straps, pulling it up to her pelvis and fastening it into place. She definitely 
felt a little silly at first with this thing on. Kind of comical having a 6 inch purple dildo sticking out in front of 
her. She couldn't help but laugh. 


Jim sat up a little to get a better look at her with the get-up on It actually was a pretty funny sight to see, 


albeit a little unnerving. "God, you're lucky | love you so much. | can't believe l'm letting you do this." 


"Just another reason why l'm the luckiest girl in the world," she professed. "Now, get over here and suck my 


dick." 


He sat there a moment, contemplating if this was actually happening right now, as Cristina slowly stepped up 
onto the bed, making her way just over his midsection where she could simply stand above him. This allowed 
him the room to sit all the way up, which he did when she found her position He braced himself for what was 
about to go down. (pun intended) 


She reached over to run her fingers through his hair, grabbing a handful from behind. She tugged his head 
back so he was looking up at her, running her other hand along the side of his face, caressing his lips with her 
thumb before pulling it away to place it on the purple appendage in front of him. She gripped it tightly in her 


hand, moving in a little closer to his face. "Go on then, show me how you'd like it." 


The look in her eyes as she said the words was searing, almost as if she was possessed by this newfound 


position of power. A chill went up his spine. He directed his gaze then to the other searing object at hand, 
wetting his lips and willingly let her slip the head between them and slowly into his mouth. Trying to keep in 


mind this was for her pleasure, he played along. 


His tongue circled the head as his lips grasped it firmly, pulling the cock in further until it was nearly halfway 
inside his mouth, massaging it with the broad side of his tongue, which he knew she couldn't see but was fairly 
certain she could deduce was happening, the way it tugged away from her gently. He pulled away some, but 
kept his lips tightly sealed on the phallus, stopping at the head, where he started sucking at it gently. 


He looked up at her face, noting the spellbound expression adhered onto it. Her eyes were transfixed on him, 
her lips slightly parted, and her breathing somewhat faster he noticed. Wanting to satiate her desires more, he 
grabbed hold of the shaft with a free hand and started sucking the head harder, stroking the rest with his 


hand in a back and forth motion, fully encapsulating it with these tandem motions. 


She had not expected him to take on the act with such vigor. Hell, just the thought of him putting the fake 
cock in his mouth had gotten her wet, but this.. 


He finally relinquished the piece from his oral confines, only to bring his tongue back to the tip, circling around 
it, then slowly glided it along the rest of the shaft, all the way to the hilt. He then retraced the path back to 
the head and repeated this several times. As he did, he placed both hands gently on her thighs, to better 


balance each other, but to also feel her warmth, assuring him that his little act was indeed turning her on 


The way his tongue moved along the slick purple surface made her own parts ache with pleasure. Badly did she 
want to feel that sensation directly, but there would be plenty of other times for that. Perhaps even later. 
She fantasized for a moment, but her thoughts were broken by the feeling of his hands moving away from 
her thighs and abruptly grabbing her ass, firmly. 


He playfully squeezed her cheeks, to which she momentarily broke her silence to let out a small giggle, but not 
wanting to break her attention further, he took the head fully into his mouth again. This time, he starting 
bringing the rest of it in by pulling her towards him with his hands, and continued doing so until his nose was 
practically touching her. She was in awe of his ability to deep throat on just the first try. He pulled her away 
some, then brought her in again, repeating this penetrating repetition, until finally it caught his gag reflex and 
he started choking. Forfeiting the remainder of the job, he altogether pulled the length out of his mouth so he 
could take a moment to cough without impediment, to which she couldn't help but laugh. 


She reached down to lightly pat his back. "You okay there baby? You want me to go grab you a glass of 


water?" 

"Nah, I'm okay," he managed to muster out between fits. It took him about a minute to get things under 
control again. "Sorry hunny, | thought | could impress you by attempting to deep throat your cock, but | guess 
I'm not quite at that skill level yet," he joked. 


"No, no, it was actually quite impressive." She admitted. "You sure you haven't done that before?" 


He gave her a cherubic smile and shrugged, just to mess with her a little. 


He could be such a dork sometimes. She rolled her eyes, deciding then it was time to get things back in motion 


"Alright my love slave, turn around and get on all fours." She commanded. 


Jim gave her a look of contempt, but he obliged, turning over and positioning himself onto his knees and 
forearms. The bed was fairly high off the ground, though, and Jim was already insanely tall. She wasn't sure if 
this would work 


"No, on second thought, bring yourself to the edge of the bed Lay like you would at a doctor's office when he 


checks your prostate." 


"Because thats a turn onl" he quipped. But nonetheless, he scooted himself backwards to get into the new 


position 


Cristina did have to laugh at herself for the terrible analogy, but it was a much better position than before. 
The bed was tall enough to where she could stand behind him without even having to squat down She moved 
in closer to him. "No looking back at me, mister. Face to the front," she gently commanded, giving him a playful 


smack on his right cheek. 
"Ow!" he said, pretending to be hurt by it, chuckling and turning to face the headboard. 


Okay, she thought to herself, slightly nervous about initiating this whole ordeal, being a whole new experience 
for her and all. She wanted things to go as smoothly as possible, in effort to avoid any further awkwardness 


than what he was already likely feeling. You can do this Cris. You've watched it on Redtube dozens of times. 


Deciding to mess with him a little before, she placed both of her hands on his behind, groping him for a few 


seconds. 
"What the hell are you doin’, Cris?" he asked, stifling a bit of a laugh. 


"Oh, just enjoying the view." It wasn't often she got to see him this way. Jim was weird about his back end. In 
the beginning of their relationship he wouldn't even get out of bed without putting his boxers on first. It was a 
shame, because he had such a cute butt. Fortunately, he had lightened up about it over their almost 8 years 
together. 


She bent down to grab a bottle of lube she had stowed away inside the gift box. Placing one hand back on him, 
she gently parted the area, using her other hand to flip open the cap and squeezed a generous portion of the 
silky liquid onto an inch or so above his opening, letting it dribble its way down, then using her thumb to aid 


further coverage. 


Slowly, she pushed her digit into him, meeting just a little resistance when she could feel the muscles tense. 


"Just relax baby, I'm not gonna hurt you." 
"Sorry," he confessed. "I'm tryin’. Kinda hard not to." 


She rubbed him with her free hand, and bent down to plant a soft peck on his cheek, at which she couldn't 
resist giggling. He did find her goofy little bit of affection comforting, and he eased some, allowing her to 


continue with her work of thoroughly lubricating his entrance. 


She removed her thumb, squeezed a little more lube out, this time onto both her index and middle finger. She 
wasn't sure how well she could go about stretching him; her fingers weren't all that big. Supposing it was 

better than nothing, she proceeded with her preparation, pushing one, then the other inside him, using both in 
a scissor motion, opening him and trying to prepare the tightened muscle for the intrusion of a slightly above 


average in size, imitation cock. 


Jim swallowed, focusing on relaxing himself. This wasn't exactly his idea of good time, but so far it wasn't as 
bad as he thought it would be. The feeling was.. tolerable, to say the least. Really it was the awkward silence 


that was more uncomfortable, almost, than her probing fingers. 


The silence was bothering Cristina, as well, but she didn't know what to say. She thought of a few jokes she 
could make, but she didn't want to go down that route. This wasn't a joke; it was a physical expression of her 
sexual confidence, damn it. Here she was, 40 years old now, no kids and not married but in a long time, 
committed relationship. She was in a very good place in her career, and because of that career she was 
allowed to live the life she had always hoped to have for herself. One where she was happy, healthy, loved, and 
felt as youthful as ever. So as an extension of that happiness and satisfaction with life, she was going to 


celebrate. She was going to fuck her man, and fuck him good. 


She started feeling it again, almost like a switch went off. Endorphins flooding her brain. The desire she had 
pent up for weeks, that she had fantasized about every night on the tour bus, lying alone in her bunk, only 
now to finally be granted the opportunity to see it come to fruition A fire was burning inside her, and she was 


ready to unleash it's heat. 


She removed her fingers from his ass, took the bottle of lube and squeezed an ample amount into her hand, 


took hold of the dildo and smothered it from the tip down in the clear goo. 


Jim could sense something was up. Her silence was unsettling, and he could tell she had picked up her pace a 


little. 
"Baby, is everything o-," he was stopped short of voicing his concern when he felt her hand abruptly grab his 
manhood. She held his balls firmly in her hand, squeezing them hard enough so he could feel the pressure, but 


not enough to cause any severe pain. 


"Are you ready to get your ass pounded by your woman, James?" she growled. 


"La" he wasn't sure how to respond to her. This sudden shift back to dominant mode, possibly the most 
extreme he'd ever experienced yet, had caught him completely off guard. "l. guess?" 


She released her secure grip on his balls, only to relocate her hand to his shaft, stroking it thoroughly from 
root to tip. "Good, because that's exactly what's going to happen!" 


He swallowed. Her steady ministrations on his cock were getting him hard, but the foreseeing of her promise 
had him rifled with nervous tension. There was something in her voice that made it very clear she wasn't 


going to nancy her way through this. No, she meant business. 


Cristina took hold of the dildo, but maintained her other hand's stroking pace, diverting his full attention from 
the impending intrusion, hoping to keep his opening relaxed and pliant. She grasped the point on it where the 
shaft met the head, taking a step closer to him, bringing the tip shallowly into his crevice and gently started 
gliding it along his entrance. He tensed, but she continued the motion with every intention of desensitizing the 
area to the initial touch, as well as administering a little more lubrication 


Jim took a couple of deep breaths. / can do this, he thought. /m not afraid Im not, afraid 


She smiled as she pushed the purple prosthetic into his hole, steadily, watching the muscle slowly open to the 
intruding object. Just as the head passed through into his ass, he suddenly gasped, to which she stopped. 


"Everything okay baby?" Her dominatrix mode temporarily softening. 


"Yeah... fucker's just a little tighter than | expected!" he bemoaned, his face contorting slightly from the 


discomfort. 
"Do you want me to pull out?" She asked, preparing to do so. 


"No, no. Just give me a second to get used to it" He was afraid if she did that he would have to go through 
this all over again. 


"Okay then babe, when you're ready for me to move, just say" she whispered, reaching around to continue 
stroking him some more, as a means relax him a little, knowing good and well it was probably fairly difficult to 
so with a foreign object sticking halfway into his ass. She continued to stroke him for the few minutes it took 


him to answer her. 
"Okay, | think l'm ready" he said nervously, trying for the life of him to relax and just go with it. 


She let go of him for a moment in order to place both her hands against his lower back, steadying herself. 
Moving her hands down to his hips, holding them, she pressed against the tight muscle and felt it relent a 
little, He didn't make any vocal objection, so she pushed some more until the head was almost inside. With a 
little popping noise, it pushed past and she kept still as she heard him hiss a little in response to the intense 


pressure. 


"S'okay," he breathed, just before she could console him. "Don't stop, I'm fine. Just go very slow, ‘kay baby?" 
Despite his extreme discomfort, he didn't want to ruin the experience for her by making her feel bad for 
hurting him. He could suck it up this once. 


She responded by slowly pulling out from him, then gently penetrated him again, back and forth, only an inch or 
two each time. It seemed to be helping, as Jim made no further complaints. The pace was making her anxious, 
though, as she was ready to unleash her pent up sexual frustrations on him. She meant it when she said she 


wanted to pound his ass, but nothing would ruin the experience more than tearing up something in the process. 


She moved hers hands down along his backside, grabbing each one of his ass cheeks and gently opened them to 
better see the action Watching the slick purple cock glide in and out of his tight hole, she could almost feel a 
phantom sensation coming from the penetration, a very strong feeling of arousal below. 


She withdrew it completely, keeping him spread open, she angled it downward a little more before entering him 
again. She watched as the head pushed through the puckered opening, stretching it wider to gain entrance, and 
as it did this time Jim let out a small moan. The burning sensation had subsided, and now that his muscles had 
relaxed some it was starting to feel a little more pleasurable, but it wasn't until she started rolling her hips 


more when penetrating him that he really started to feel some good from it. 


Something about the way she now moved in and out of him this way hit that one little spot that triggered 
some of the most intense feelings of pleasure he had ever experienced. "Mmhm," he softly moaned as she 
went in again. It was like nothing he had ever felt before; a warm, electrifying sensation that pulsated all 
throughout his body, almost completely overriding the pain and awkwardness of the situation. He didn't know if 
he wanted to laugh or cry, resulting in a quieted blend of the two. 


Hearing his positive vocalizations turned her on even more, so she picked up the pace a little, making her 
strokes a little quicker, and deeper, so long as she kept that certain motion with her hips, which seemed to be 
the key component of inducing such pleasure. She reached around to give his dick a few strokes, wanting to 
mimic the pleasure sensations she liked to think she was feeling as she fucked him. This time when she took 


hold of him he was already hard. 


She gripped his dick a little firmer, increasing the intensity of her strokes, even dipping down a little more to 
play with his balls some, simultaneously bucking her hips harder into him. His breath hitched a litle at first, 
but it didn't take long for her to get a rhythm down that had him moaning for her like he did when the roles 


were reversed. 


"That's right baby, how do you like your woman pounding your ass!" she growled, Hearing herself say the 


words set her body on fire, it was almost intoxicating being in this position of sexual power. 


The question made him shiver. She was working his cock pretty good with her hand, but what was going on 
behind had him at a loss. Every time it brushed against his sensitive area it was like electric shocks of intense 


pleasure radiating to all extremities. He had never expected it to feel this amazing. 


"Fuck. it feels.. great.. ungh!" If she kept it up, he was likely on the way to a happy ending. 


Cristina drove into him a few more times before pulling out completely, halting her manual assault on his cock, 
as well. She smacked both of her hands on his ass, spreading it apart to look on at the reddened, slightly gaping 


entrance. She gathered up the saliva in her mouth, using it to spit on the opening a couple of times. 


"You're gonna need a little more lubrication," she explained. There was something almost animalistic about the 


way she spoke. 


Jim was still feeling pretty high from the fucking, but her words made him slightly anxious. He had made it 


this far relatively unharmed, but the limit of how much he could handle was only so far. 
"Get on your back," she demanded. "| want to see your face when | make you cum." 


He did as she commanded, flipping over to his other side. He could see her face was flushed and a little bit of 
sweat glistened just above her breasts, but she still had that fire in her eyes, the same searing gaze that 


burned into him earlier. 
"Spread your legs for me baby, so | can fuck you on top." 


Not concerned about dignity at this point - she had already had half her hand up his ass tonight - he got into 


position for her, spreading his knees apart and slightly back so she could enter him unhindered. 


She put placed her hands down on his thighs, slowly sweeping them upward until they were situated behind his 
knees, and pressed back into his ass, only this time she watched his face as she entered him. He inhaled deeply, 
squinting his eyes closed and curling his lip slightly as that warm, tingling feeling returned. Something about the 


change in position had made it even better. Gravity perhaps, or maybe a closer angle. 


She pounded into him repeatedly, gripping onto his legs so she could keep herself balanced, focusing all her 
energy into pumping her hips. She started to draw closer to her own climax by just simply watching him, the 
small sobs of pleasure he made. His breathing fast and onerous. This and the small amount of rubbing near 


her labia from the strap-on, she felt like she could very well cum any moment. 


Jim felt like he was right on the threshold of orgasm, but something just wasn't quite there. Something keeping 
him from that point of going over the edge, and he was pretty certain he knew how to fix that. He had let her 
have control all the way up till this point, but now he was going to take matters into his own hands. Or her 
hands, rather; bringing his hand down to one of her's, which was still firmly holding his leg behind the knee, he 
grabbed hold of it, breaking her grip to relocate it to his bulging erection. She took his cue, kneading the turgid 
flesh in her hand, while slowing her pace to prolong the contact between that sweet spot inside him and her 


probing appendage. 


"Are you gonna cum for me, baby? Is my purple dick gonna make you cum all over for me," she snarled. 


Fuck, it was hot when she talked dirty to him. Jim nodded his head, unable to speak for he was nearly out of 


breath from all she had going on Only a few groans of pleasure were all he could manage. 


Cristina knew he wasn't going to last much longer, so she unlatched her hand from his leq she was using for 
support and lowered herself onto him, kissing his chest and lightly caressing his side with her free hand, then 
halted her manual stimulation with the other. Using both hands to support her upper half, she ground her 


lower harder against him, penetrating him deep while using bodily friction to replace her hand's previous doing. 


Her face felt like it was on fire. A few beads of sweat lightly dripped down her temples. The sound of Jim's 
hurried breathing and the mixed expressions of pleasure, agony, confusion simultaneously rendering on his face 


gave her a heated feeling in the depths of her belly, about to erupt. 
So was Jim. "Cri-. . . baby. I'm . ./m. . . goma cum," he declared between staggered breaths. 


Cristina slowed her pace, but maintained the intensity of her motions as he tightly gripped the bed sheets, 
pressed his bed back into the mattress and let out a deep, guttural moan as he came hard between his and 
her body. She could feel the warmth of his release spread beneath her as she rolled her hips a few more 
times to rouse out the last bit of orgasm. When his moans subsided, she buried her face in his chest, feeling 
his heart pound beneath her parted lips as they both breathed heavily, coming down from the intensity of 
what had just taken place. 


They laid like this for several minutes, making not one small movement or uttering even single phrase, until Jim 
gently placed both hands on her back. Lightly running them up and down her, he eventually stopped when his 
hands found the clasp of her bra, which without hesitation he undid, reaching up to the straps and pulled them 
down along her arms and swiftly pulled it out from under her in such a quick manner that it gave her no 


opportunity to oppose. 


In one quick motion, he flipped her over so he was now the one on top. He bent down to give her a passionate 
kiss before mimicking the very same maneuver she performed earlier; sweeping kisses downward, stopping at 
her breasts for a moment to give them some much desired attention He then sat up and reached down for 
the straps that were bound to her hips, loosening the holds and pulled the entire ensemble down, along with 
her panties, discarding them off to the side somewhere. 


The air felt cool as he opened her legs, and she gasped as she felt the warmth of his tongue enter into her 
sensitive area, still aroused from the previous activity. It didn't take long for him to coax her to a rather 
intense and much delayed orgasm, ending the night on a perfect note. 

He returned to her side, snuggling up against her as she wrapped herself around him. 


"Happy birthday, baby," he said quietly, gently kissing her hair as she laid her head on his shoulder. 


"Thank you my love," she softly whispered back. 


Together they drifted off to sleep. 


EK 

Jim awoke in the morning first. Not wanting to disturb her sleep, he carefully slipped out from under her 
embrace so he could get up to use the bathroom, but he no more than attempted to sit up when a sudden 
wave of ache halted him from going any further. 

"Ubhg.." he groaned, falling back down onto the pillow, waking Cristina up. 

She rubbed the sleep from her eyes, looking over at the dismayed expression on his face. 


"What's wrong baby?" she groggily asked, placing her hand on his chest, gently rubbing it in a circular motion 


‘Oh, nothing. Just a little sore, thats all" His body felt like it had been impaled on a flagpole, but he downplayed 
that fact, not wanting her to feel bad. 


"Aww, my poor baby," she scooted herself up a little to give him a kiss on his cheek. "I hope | didn't hurt you 
with my gift last night. Maybe | was a little too rough." 


‘Nah, don't worry ‘bout it," he assured her. "I'll be fine. 


Besides.. my birthday will be here before you know it." 


